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It is not always the case that greybeards fall for young* girls, or
ageing women for growing youths. It sometimes happens that a
man and a woman who have vainly sought one another through a
long life, meet by chance when the shadows begin to fall. When
that happens, their passion takes on a peculiarly intense quality of
isolation. Nothing else seems to matter. There is so little time left!
The world may laugh, but, then, the world knows little of the
secrets of the heart. When I did pay one of my infrequent visits to
the Cours de I'lntendance, Brigitte's attitude to me was one almost
of pity. I, not she, was the one who stood in need of sympathy.
The old, formidable side of her character still showed at times when
she conjured up the memory of my mother or of the Puybarauds; of
all those people whom she no longer needed to envy, who, unlike
her, had never known the delights of a love that was truly shared.
The sight of that cruel flame flickering beneath the thick eyebrows
which almost met across Brigitte's forehead got on my nerves, and
I was goaded into dropping allusions to the kind of love that she
would never know. I had discovered a chink in the armour of her
proud and throned emotion. Passion, I hinted, is but the ghost of
itself when it cannot take bodily form. So long as we cannot lose
and find ourselves again in the beloved, we merely intoxicate our-
selves with words and with the gestures of love, but we can never
know whether what we have is the reality.

Brigitte broke in upon my monologue: "You don't know what
you're saying, what you're talking about. .. ,"

Her face had assumed the old, familiar expression of disgust which
had always shown in the old days whenever the forbidden subject
was mentioned in her hearing. I have a feeling of remorse now when
I think that I may have spoiled their happiness with these insinua-
tions of mine because, about the time that I was indulging in these
bouts of rhetoric, I learned from Michele of occasional stormy
scenes between Philemon and his Baucis. Could it be that Brigitte
was conscious of regret* Could it be that she made certain demands
upon her lover? One dare not attempt to visualize the squalid little
efforts and contortions of those two oodles whose powers had not
kept pace with the sentiments which stirred them- When youth